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J've seen six hundred mornings make our lamps
grow dim,

Through the bit that isn't painted round our sky-
light rim,

And the sunshine in the window slope according
to the seasons.

Twice since I 've been fiere.

The trains on the sidings they call to us

With the hundred thousand blanks that they haul

to us;
And we send 'em what we've finished, and they

take it where it's wanted,

For that is why we are here!

Man's hate passes as his love will pass.
God made woman what she always was.
Them that bear the burden they will never grant
forgiveness*

So long as they are here!